DIZFUL
I wake up fresh, content with tea and barley bread at dawn,
a light meal of dates and bread or perhaps a bit of cold meat
at midday and a stomaehful, when I am lucky? for dinner.'
* (L., Dec. 6) Dizful. I am the paying guest of the Consular
Agent here. My lofty verandah overlooks the left bank of
the Diz, a red flood of foaming water which has risen so high
that it almost completely covers the water mills built in solid
lime and stone centuries ago in echelon half-way across the
stream. Below them is another broken bridge of great anti-
quity undercut by the stream like Shapur's bridge. Beyond
the river lie the great mountains of Pusht-i-Kuh and Luristan,
unmapped, almost unknown, for only a few European travel-
lers have ever ventured into those inhospitable wastes. Even
the lower ranges are snowcapped now: behind them rise tier
after tier of limestone ranges, roughly parallel, separated by
very deep valleys and united only, in general, by impassable
gorges. Sixty years ago or so there was regular traffic from
Dizful to Hamadan and Central Persia: now tribal feuds have
made traffic impossible and goods for Central Persia must go
either via the Bakhtiari road to Isfahan, or via Baghdad and
Kennanshah. British and Indian goods and shipping are thus
handicapped and Russian products assisted. On this road, in
1904, Capt. Lorimer and Maj. Douglas (Military Attache,
Tehran) were attacked, robbed, and injured. Lorimer is due
to arrive here shortly with Ranking, after a visit to the Wali
of Pusht-i-Kuh, an autonomous hereditary Lur chief. He is
trying once more to arrange for caravan traffic northwards:
if he succeeds Dizful will regain some of its former prosperity.
'My first call was upon a high religious dignitary, the Chief
Mujtahid of Dizful, a very old white-bearded man of 80, bent
and feeble of body but full of life. He did not shake my hand,
for I am to him nejis " unclean ", but he did not treat me either
with veiled contempt or insincere compliments. He assumed
a grandfatherly air, patted me on the back gently, and
wished me success in opening up the caravan route. He
added graciously to his grandson that if Persians were like
me, read more and ate and drank less, learned English
and tried to improve their own country, Persia would soon
regain her place in the world. I have since discovered that he
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